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ing to what the people say on the street. They knuckle
under, hut they know exactly what's up. Today* I was
at the newspaper stall, turning over the papers. The
shopkeeper has put the Voelkischer Beobachter on top to
let everyone know he is a Nazi. Said he, Herr General,
why do you take so long choosing, they're twelve to the
dozen, the lies are printed in black and the truths in
white so that no one can read them,

Friedrich Hall. The letter which you wrote to the Ameri-
can lawyer is now in the hands of the Secret Police.

Paul von Groijahn, Damn it all! Then Tin in a pickle

already.

Friedrich Hall. Does it all still seem a joke to you?

Paul von Grotjahn. What can they prove against me? I'll
talk my way out of it. Friends at the Ministry, you
know.

Friedrich Hall. Yes, but I happen to be a nuisance to
them. Now, at last they have found a weapon to destroy
me.

Paul wn Grotjahn. Friedrich, Fm a fool... I'm an old
ass. ,, . Should have thought of that before. What'll
happen now?

Friedrich Mali It's not your fault, Paul. I don't blame
you.

Paul wn Grotjahn. Damned sorry, old fellow. Anything I
can do. *,.
[Knter CHUISTINK HALL and WERNER VON GROTJAHN.